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PREFACE 

IN  presenting  this  little  booklet  of  my 
twenty-one  years  of  adventures,  seek- 
ing that  ever-elusive  phantom — Wealth 
— in  this  Last  Great  West  in  our  Sister 
Dominion — Canada,  it  is  with  the  hope  that 
my  readers  will  ever  bear  in  mind,  should 
they  themselves  ever  desire  to  emigrate  to 
this,  the  land  of  my  adoption,  that  wealth 
is  not  waiting  at  the  door  in  this  country 
for  anyone  to  just  stoop  and  pick  up.  Inde- 
pendence can  only  be  attained  through  years 
of  hard  work  ;  and  while,  perhaps,  a  man 
with  determination  and  grit  enough  to  keep 

"  a-plugging  "  can  eventually  hope  to  attain 
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that  independence,  this  is  no  place  for  the 
idler.  While  the  summers  here  are  fine,  the 
winters  are  cold  :  six  long  months  at  least 
of  ice  and  snow  and  zero  weather.  I  have  seen 
it  sixty  below  zero,  but  the  average  winter 
seldom  goes  below  forty  degrees  below  zero 
— cold  enough  to  the  Englishman  !  It  is  this 
severe  cold  weather  that  teaches  a  man  his 
summer's  savings  must  be  conserved  for  the 
fuel  for  winter  use. 

One  advantage  of  this  Rainy  River  country 
is  that  the  average  farm  generally  contains 
enough  wood  fuel  for  a  man's  life,  his  only 
effort  for  the  securing  of  same  being  the  cut- 
ting down.  This  part  of  the  country  has 
been  termed  "  The  Poor  Man's  Paradise/' 
and  no  better  appellation  could  have  been 
devised  ;  for  here  is  the  only  part  of  Canada 
in  which  the  man  with  determination  and 
grit  alone  can  secure  success.  It  is  known  far 
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and  wide  as  the  "  Land  where  Clover  is  a 
Weed/'  With  a  few  dollars  to  stock  up  on 
a  man  can  here  make  the  easiest  and  most 
comfortable  living  by  mixed  farming,  and  in 
a  few  years  can  attain  a  home  and  comfort ; 
and  if  inclined  to  sport,  can  supply  his  table 
with  fish  in  the  summer  and  venison  in  the 
winter — for  this  is  Canada's  greatest  fish, 
deer  and  moose  country. 

I  will  be  only  too  glad  to  help  any  of  my 
fellow-countrymen  with  advice  that  might 
save  them  many  of  the  pitfalls  that  I  fell  into 
in  striving  to  make  my  way  unaided — a 
stranger  in  a  strange  land  without  a  hand  to 
guide. 

THE  AUTHOR. 
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LETTERS  TO  MY  MOTHER 
CHAPTER  ONE 

MY  DEAR  MOTHER — 

How  often  during  the  twenty-one 
years  of  my  exile  to  the  land  of  my  adoption 
have  my  thoughts  flown  to  my  Mother, 
sisters  and  brother  in  the  land  of  my  birth  ? 
How  often,  during  those  twenty-one  years, 
has  my  heart  ached  for  a  Mother's  guidance, 
the  loving  touch  of  a  Mother's  hand  ? 
Mother  dear,  you  will  never  know  ! 

It  was  in  March,  1900,  that  Edie  and  I 
said  good-bye  to  all  that  we  loved  so  dear 
and  sailed  the  ocean  on  our  Great  Adven- 
ture !  Little  did  I  dream  of  what  the  future 
had  in  store  for  us  then  !  Adventure,  priva- 
tions, and  even  Death  barred  my  way  for 
many  years  to  the  goal  I  had  set  out  to  win. 
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Mother  dear,  to  you  who  are  used  to  the 
comforts  of  Home,  little  can  you  dream  of 
what  the  pioneer,  seeking  that  ever-elusive 
phantom — Wealth — has  had  to  battle  with. 
To  one,  nurtured  as  I  had  been  in  every  com- 
fort, perhaps  the  trials  and  tribulations 
incidental  to  a  new  life  in  a  new  country 
seemed  insurmountable  objects  ;  but  with 
teeth  set  and  a  grim  courage  fraught  of 
despair  I  set  out  on  my  often  lonely  journey, 
to  fight  the  odds  against  me. 

We  were  strangers  in  a  strange  land,  Edie 
and  I,  without  a  friend  to  guide  or  to  help 
us  with  kindly  advice.  We  were  brought 
face  to  face  with  Ourselves,  and  our  Great 
Adventure  had  begun  ! 

In  those  days  it  took  longer  to  cross  the 
ocean  than  it  does  now.  The  boats  that  would 
fetch  cattle  from  Canada  were  turned  into 
passenger  boats  for  the  return  trip  !  Can 
you  imagine,  Mother  dear,  the  kind  of  a 
passage  we  had  across  ?  Cold,  stormy  and 
poorly  fed,  unless  one  had  money  enough 
to  bribe  the  steward  !  We  were  not  allowed 
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on  deck  because  the  deck  was  covered  with 
ice,  and  a  passenger  might  easily  slip  to  a 
watery  grave,  and  that  might  cause  an 
investigation  !  We  drifted  for  three  weeks 
off  the  coast  of  Newfoundland.  We  were 
herded  like  cattle  below  decks  and  breathed 
the  continual  stench  that  these  old  cattle 
boats  were  impregnated  with. 

On  our  arrival  at  St.  John,  which  was  then 
the  middle  of  April,  we  were  treated  to  our 
first  taste  of  what  a  Canadian  winter  was 
like.  It  was  what  they  called  one  of  their 
"  late  "  winters.  There  was  about  two  feet 
of  snow  on  the  level,  with  snow  banks  along 
the  streets  so  high  that  one  could  not  see 
the  traffic,  and  occasional  openings  for  cross- 
ings. 

Here  we  were  herded  into  a  large  covered 
shed  until  it  pleased  their  Majesties,  the 
immigration  officials,  to  inspect  us  one  by 
one  through  a  barred  gate  like  a  jail,  and  see 
whether  we  were  fit  subjects  for  entry  into 
our  Sister  Dominion — Canada.  After  inspec- 
tion and  our  small  stock  of  this  world's  goods 
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had  been  thoroughly  looked  over,  we  were 
allowed  to  board  what  they  called  a  coloniza- 
tion train  for  Winnipeg.  On  this  train  we 
were  allowed  bare  boards  for  sleeping  on, 
and  you  had  to  provide  your  own  covers  or 
freeze  !  There  was  a  stove  at  the  end  of  the 
coach  for  the  travellers  to  cook  their  meals 
on. 

After  many  delays  we  arrived  in  Winnipeg 
fifteen  days  after  our  embarkation,  where  we 
were  again  bundled  to  the  immigration  hall 
until  again  passed  as  fit  subjects  for  the  coun- 
try. 

Can  you  imagine,  Mother  dear,  the  utter 
helplessness,  the  nearness  to  Despair,  that 
struck  the  average  heart  of  that  bunch  of 
immigrants,  the  majority  without  means, 
landed  in  a  "  City-in-the-Making "  like 
Winnipeg  was  then  ;  without  sufficient  means 
to  purchase  suitable  clothing  for  way  below 
zero  weather — for  you  must  understand  that 
we  left  the  dear  Homeland  when  the  trees 
were  budding  forth  their  return  to  life.  I 
remember  so  well,  even  after  all  these  years, 
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the  enjoyment  of  my  last  walk  through 
Ealing  before  embarking,  bathed  in  God's 
radiant  sunshine,  the  trees  budding  forth 
their  glory  in  a  new  life.  And  then,  this  ! 
The  desolation  of  it  all,  the  eternal  white- 
ness. No  wonder  they  call  this  country 
"  The  Lady  of  the  Snows  !  ' 

Very  forcibly,  at  that  moment,  did  the 
emigration  literature  that  we  had  studied 
in  the  Old  Homeland  flash  across  my  mind. 
Those  lovely  pictures  of  waving,  golden 
grain  ;  of  land  free  for  the  asking,  and,  as 
one  booklet  described  it,  "  The  Land  of 
Gold  and  Honey  !  "  Honey,  indeed  !  We  had 
travelled  several  thousand  miles,  and  had 
only  witnessed  a  great  white  expanse  with 
an  occasional  dotting  of  cities,  towns  and 
villages. 

Such  was  the  first  impression  of  this — the 
country  of  our  adoption  ! 
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CHAPTER  TWO 

I  AM  now  writing  to  you,  Mother 
dear,  to  let  you  know  that  Edie  and  I  have 
secured  two  little  rooms  in  a  house  in  Winni- 
peg, and  that  we  are  "  baching  "  it  in  true 
pioneer  style.  I  have  secured  temporary 
work  here,  and  we  intend  to  try  our  luck  on 
a  farm  later  on  when  the  good  weather 
CDmes,  so  that  if  we  like  it,  we  can  perhaps 
take  up  a  free  grant  and  work  for  our- 
selves. 

A  hundred  and  sixty  acres  sounds  awfully 
big,  Mother,  for  a  government  to  give  away. 
But  then,  this  is  a  large  country. 

I  have  learned  much  during  the  few  days 
that  I  have  been  here.  The  strangeness  of 
being  a  stranger  in  a  strange  land  is  still 
upon  me,  and  while  Edie  and  I  clasp 
hands  and  repeat  our  determination  to 
fight  Despair  till  we  win  Success,  my 


UPS  AND  DOWNS   IN   CANADA   19 

heart  will  oft  hang  heavy  in  thoughts  of 
the  Home  and  Loved  Ones  I  have  left 
behind. 


Spring  has  come  at  last !  The  snows  are 
disappearing  and  one  begins  to  notice  black 
patches  of  Mother  Earth.  This  is  the  middle 
of  May.  Everyone  is  talking  farm.  The  heavy 
snows  presage  a  huge  crop  they  say.  But 
the  season  is  short,  and  help  must  be  rushed 
to  the  farmer  to  help  him  get  his  crop  in. 

Edie  and  I  are  what  they  call  "  green  " 
hands.  We  have  had  no  previous  experience 
in  farming.  So  the  authorities  decide  that 
we  should  be  sent  to  a  bachelor  farmer  near 
Cypress  River,  in  Manitoba.  Edie  is  to  do  the 
cooking  and  I  am  to  do  the  general  work  of 
the  farm.  In  return  for  our  labour  we  are 
to  be  paid  the  munificent  sum  of  five  dollars 
per  month  !  But,  never  mind,  our  school 
of  experience  must  be  paid  for — and  we  want 
to  learn. 

So  we  board  a  train  once  more  for    the 
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scene  of  our  new  activities.  Our  employer 
meets  us  at  the  station,  and  we  are  wafted 
away  in  a  hurry  nine  miles  out  in  the  country 
to  a  regular  bachelor's  home  of  the  early 
days,  at  which  we  arrive  late  at  night. 

Mother  dear,  I  could  never  draw  a  pen 
picture  of  that  scene.  My  heart  bled,  not 
so  much  for  myself,  but  for  what  I  had  brought 
dear  Edie  to.  It  was  a  building  such  as  an 
Englishman  would  have  been  ashamed  to 
have  housed  swine  in  !  How  well  I  remember 
the  next  morning  taking  the  shovel  and 
scraping  about  a  foot  of  mud  off  the  floors  ! 
Such  was  the  place  we  had  come  to  learn 
farming  at,  and  on  such  a  place  did  we  gain 
our  first  experiences  of  the  rush  of  the  short 
Canadian  seasons  that  the  farmer  has  to 
contend  with  to  get  his  crop  in  and  garner 
his  harvest. 

We  worked  for  this  man  for  five  months, 
from  early  morn  till  late  at  night,  and  then 
had  to  sue  him  for  our  wages  !  After  paying 
our  hotel  bill  while  awaiting  judgment  and 
our  fares  back  to  Winnipeg,  we  had  nothing 
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left  but  our  experiences  for  our  summer's 
work.  This  was  a  sad  blow  to  Edie,  who, 
dear  little  girl  that  she  was,  had  worked  hard 
all  summer  expecting  that  we  would  have 
been  able  to  take  up  land  for  ourselves  in 
the  fall  or  early  winter. 

I  was  fortunate  in  securing  newspaper 
work  at  once,  and  several  times  that  winter 
travelled  the  West  in  the  interests  of  the 
paper  that  I  was  serving. 

At  that  time  there  was  but  one  railway 
line — The  Canadian  Pacific, — that  was  pass- 
ing through  that  Western  country. 

During  these  travels  I  learned  much  of 
the  beauty  and  lure  of  the  prairie — that 
vast  expanse  of  thousands  of  miles  of  white- 
covered  land  in  the  winter  and  brown-coated 
earth  of  summer  ;  for  the  prairie  grass  does 
not  retain  its  greenness  very  long  in  the  sum- 
mer, the  hot  suns  of  the  daytime  and  the  cool 
refreshing  nights,  together  with  the  dryness 
of  the  atmosphere,  soon  turn  the  greenness 
to  brown. 
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It  was  in  just  such  a  way  as  this  that  the 
next  few  years  passed  away.  Edie  by  this 
time  had  two  dear  little  children — Arthur 
and  Ruby — to  cherish  her  during  my  oft 
enforced  absences.  We  now  had  a  little 
home  of  our  own,  and  were  feeling  that  the 
rough  edges  of  our  "  greenness  "  were  being 
smoothed  over,  and  that  we  were  getting 
to  be  quite  "  old  timers  "  ! 


UPS  AND  DOWNS   IN   CANADA  23 


CHAPTER  THREE 

I  AM  just  writing  you  a  few  more 
lines,  Mother  dear,  to  let  you  know  what  a 
great  country  this  is,  and  of  how  the  Genii — 
Opportunity — is  continually  beckoning  to 
those  that  will  heed. 

We  have  now  had  several  years  here  and 
have  just  begun  to  feel  that  we  are  at  last 
succeeding.  My  employer  is  continually 
drumming  into  me  that  I  should  start  a 
paper  of  my  own  in  some  little  country 
town  in  the  West.  Crops  have  been  good  for 
some  years  and  the  whole  country  is  boom- 
ing. 

After  many  debatings  and  consultations 
with  Edie,  we  at  last  decide  to  give  up  our 
little  home  in  the  early  fall  and  get  estab- 
lished in  a  small  Western  town  I  had  picked 
out  in  my  travels  as  being  good  for  the 
starting  of  a  newspaper.  So,  just  before  the 
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harvest  is  garnered,  to  enable  us  to  get  in 
on  the  ground  floor  while  money  is  plentiful, 
for  in  these  pioneering  years  money  was  only 
plentiful  once  a  year,  we  decide  as  to  the 
logical  time  to  get  started. 

Then  passed  many  hours  of  catalogue 
consultations  as  to  the  best  machinery  and 
types  suitable  for  our  little  establishment. 
Both  our  hearts  were  in  the  venture,  and  all 
the  preliminaries  were  always  talked  over 
together. 


It  was  in  early  August  when  we  left 
Winnipeg  for  our  future  labours — a  little 
town  forty-two  miles  south-east  of  Regina. 
Crops  were  excellent  and  heavy — everything 
augured  for  success.  Great  fields  of  golden 
waving  grain  as  far  as  the  eye  could  see 
greeted  us  on  our  arrival. 

Thus  started  days  of  hard  work  getting 
our  home  together  and  the  plant  for  the 
production  of  the  paper  as  soon  as  possible. 

Then  dawned  the  eventful  day — our  first 
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issue.  The  child  of  our  brain  !  Mother,  we 
were  proud  of  our  effort  to  provide  the  dis- 
trict with  its  first  newspaper  to  contain  news 
of  its  own  home  doings  !  The  number  sold 
like  the  proverbial  "  hot  cakes/'  We  were 
doing  fine — everything  promised  for  success, 
when  the  catastrophe  came. 

It  had  been  a  glorious  day — but  withal, 
there  was  a  stillness  in  the  air  ;  whispers 
were  passed  around,  and  the  grim  look  on  the 
merchants'  faces  presaged  what  they  dare 
not  utter.  In  this  country,  in  the  glory  of  her 
summer,  a  frost  will  sometimes  appear  at 
night  and  wipe  out  a  whole  year's  effort  at 
a  single  blow.  Such  was  to  happen  that 
night ! 

Everyone  was  up  bright  and  early  the 
next  morning,  wondering  whether  all  was 
well.  For  on  that  night's  happenings  depend- 
ed the  living  of  thousands  of  farmers  and 
merchants. 

But  King  Frost  had  paid  his  deathly 
call! 

Everything  was  white  ;    and  then,  as  is 
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usual  in  this  country  after  such  an  happening, 
the  sun  came  out  in  all  his  glory  and  turned 
everything  black  ;  but  no  blacker  than  was 
the  Despair  that  entered  so  many  aching 
hearts  that  morning  ! 

The  crop  was  a  failure.  It  did  not  pay 
for  the  threshing.  Merchants  could  not  meet 
their  bills  as  the  farmers  could  not  pay 
theirs.  There  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  try 
and  hang  on  for  another  year ;  but  with  a 
printing  plant  to  help  finish  paying  for,  the 
odds  were  very  much  against  us. 

Mother  dear,  those  were  the  days  when 
Prayer  was  our  only  strength  and  help. 
We  struggled  through  that  year  somehow, 
I  could  not  tell  how,  when  a  repetition  of 
the  previous  crop  failure  happened  again. 
It  was  a  sad  and  irrevocable  blow  to  both 
of  us.  Edie  was  in  delicate  health,  and  we  were 
expecting  another  loved  one  when  the  blow 
fell,  from  which  she  did  not  recover.  My 
dear  one  passed  away.  I  was  left  to  fight 
life's  battles  alone,  and  had  not  the  courage 
to  face  them. 
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CHAPTER  FOUR 

AFTER  the  last  sad  obsequies  had 
been  performed  and  I  had  had  time  to  collect 
my  scattered  thoughts,  I  placed  my  two 
little  ones  with  kindly  neighbours  and  travel- 
led, travelled,  travelled  ;  working  here  and 
there  on  newspapers  to  try  and  distract  my 
thoughts. 

But  then,  my  children.  I  wanted  them, 
and  they  wanted  me.  Mother  dear,  if  ever  a 
man  needed  a  guiding  hand,  it  was  then. 
Alone,  friendless  and  powerless,  I  was  like 
a  beam  being  tossed  about  on  the  ocean's 
waves. 

In  my  wanderings  I  had  got  about  two 
thousand  miles  from  all  I  had  to  live  for — 
my  children.  Then  it  was  that  I  decided  that 
I  would  have  to  go  back  to  see  them. 
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It  was  soon  after  my  arrival  back  that  the 
Grand  Trunk  Pacific  Railway  started  to 
spread  its  tentacles  across  the  Western 
prairies. 

I  had  driven  through  that  north  country 
long  before  the  railway  had  ever  been  thought 
of,  and  knew  of  some  of  its  possibilities. 
Then  it  was  that  I  learned  of  a  newspaper 
being  started  at  the  town  of  Watrous,  in 
Northern  Saskatchewan.  This  was  to  be  made 
a  divisional  point,  and  this  meant  much  to 
any  town  in  those  days.  So  it  was  to  there 
that  I  hurried  and  secured  a  position,  going 
in  on  what  is  called  the  construction  train, 
before  the  line  had  been  taken  over  by  the 
railway  company  from  the  contractors.  On 
such  trains  as  these,  both  the  passengers, 
engineers  and  conductors  alike  stop  wlien- 
ever  they  feel  like  it  and  go  shooting  ! 

The  line  had  only  just  passed  through 
there  on  my  arrival,  and  there  was  nothing 
but  one  store,  a  shack  ten  by  twelve  feet, 
and  the  basement  dug  out  for  an  hotel ! 
But  crowds  of  folks  in  tents  were  busy 
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getting  things  together  for  the  arrival  of 
the  lumber  train,  when  building  was  to  start 
in  earnest. 

In  less  than  nine  months  this  town  had  a 
population  of  over  two  thousand  souls. 

It  was  in  this  place  that  I  landed  in  the  fall 
of  1909. 

Little  did  I  think  that  in  less  than  six 
months  I  was  to  be  the  owner  of  that  paper  ! 
Yet  such  are  the  "  ups  and  downs  "  of  those 
that  do  not  lose  heart,  even  when  dragged 
down  to  the  lowest  depths  of  despair. 

By  sheer  energy  and  hard  work  I  had  once 
more  got  my  foot  on  the  ladder  of  Success. 
Would  I  be  able  to  keep  it  there  ? 

Through  all  this  my  children  occupied 
my  chief  thought.  If  I  could  only  have  had 
them  with  me  I  would  have  been  more 
settled.  And  then  came  the  solving  of  my 
problem.  I  met  Miss  Catherine  Bush.  She 
was  one  of  those  bright,  literary  and  well- 
educated  English  girls.  A  girl  of  sense  and 
discernment.  She  undertook  to  help  me  in 
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my  problem,  and  we  were  happily  married — 
and  like  the  proverbial  love-tale  of  story- 
book fame,  have  lived  happily  ever  since. 

After  two  years  of  happiness  and  prosperity 
in  this  town  we  sold  out  to  great  advantage, 
and  after  a  visit  with  her  dear  sister  in  Winni- 
peg, left  for  the  Spokane  Valley  in  Washing- 
ton, made  famous  for  her  grand  fruit  orchards. 

Twas  here  that  we  were  blessed  with  a 
son — Franklin,  a  bonny  child. 

After  a  year  and  a  half's  rest  on  a  fruit 
ranch  which  we  had  purchased,  we  decided 
to  return  to  Canada,  and  sold  out  our  inter- 
ests to  a  neighbour. 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 

WE  have  been  very  busy  lately, 
Mother  mine,  ever  since  we  sold  out  our 
ranch.  We  have  been  packing  all  our  little 
odd  treasures  for  shipment  to  Canada  by 
rail,  and  we  ourselves  have  equipped  what 
they  call  out  here  a  "  Prairie  Schooner  " — 
which  is  in  reality  a  canvas-covered  wagon — 
and  have  purchased  four  fine  mares  and  a 
saddle  pony,  and  intend  driving  through 
the  mountains  of  Washington,  Idaho,  and 
Montana,  and  thence  up  into  Canada  ! 

Think  of  it,  Mother  dear !  We  are  setting 
out  on  another  Great  Adventure,  through 
some  of  the  finest  and  highest  mountains  in 
the  kingdom — nearly  a  two  thousand  mile 
drive  ;  with  only  a  compass  for  a  guide  and 
God's  beautiful  sky  for  our  roof  ! 

At  last  the  eventful  day  has  dawned.    It 
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is  now  the  middle  of  March.  The  day  is 
glorious,  and  as  we  look  down  the  mountain 
side  from  the  home  we  are  leaving  into  the 
depths  of  the  Spokane  Valley,  a  sudden 
dawning  of  the  vastness  of  the  problem  we 
are  about  to  tackle  grips  us  ;  and  as  I  look 
at  my  dear  Catherine,  I  note  the  flush  of 
excitement  reflected  in  her  features,  the 
children's  happy  laughter  at  the  novelty 
of  the  situation,  and  we  are  off — the  second 
Great  Adventure  has  just  begun  ! 


Two  happy  months  have  passed.  Our 
adventures  have  been  many  and  varied. 
We  have  had  many  hair-breath  escapes  while 
fording  mountain  streams.  The  snows  of  the 
past  winter  have  been  heavy,  and  although 
we  are  still  among  the  snow-topped  moun- 
tains, the  glorious  sun  in  the  daytime  is 
making  torrents  of  the  streams  for  crossing. 
We  are  taking  things  easy  and  resting  the 
horses  all  we  can,  as  the  travelling  is  hard. 
In  many  places  we  have  had  to  cut  our  own 
roads,  and  at  other  points  we  have  had  to 
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make  considerable  detours  because  of  the 
fierceness  of  the  mountain  streams.  We  are 
enjoying  everything  to  the  full — fishing  and 
hunting  as  we  go  !  We  are  well  armed,  but 
up  to  the  present  have  not  been  able  to  get 
a  shot  at  the  mountain  lion  or  cougar, 
although  they  keep  us  awake  at  night  with 
their  incessant  howling  around  our  camp.  We 
have  to  keep  the  horses  hobbled  and  chained 
to  the  wagon  or  they  would  break  loose  with 
fright !  But  we  are  not  scared,  although  we 
have  not  passed  a  human  habitation  for 
about  three  weeks  now — we  are  travelling 
off  the  beaten  trail. 

The  scenery  here,  Mother  dear,  is  indes- 
cribable. No  poet  or  artist  has  yet  started  to 
do  justice  to  God's  Giants — the  Mountains. 
We  are  taking  snap-shots  of  our  trip,  and  I 
am  trusting  that  we  will  have  a  fine  col- 
lection of  pictures  by  the  time  we  are  through. 


We  have  now  reached  Montana,  and  are 
trying   to   make   Plains   for  the   Fourth   of 
c 
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July  celebrations.  Nearly  four  months  on 
the  road  and  a  long  way  to  go  yet.  But  oh, 
how  we  are  revelling  in  God's  beautiful  open 
air  !  We  are  all  getting  so  tanned  we  look 
more  like  Indians  ! 

Last  evening  we  had  our  first  experience 
of  a  really  bad  mountain  storm.  The  flash 
of  the  lightning  and  the  continual  roar  of  the 
thunder  was  an  experience  one  would  not 
want  often  repeated.  It  seemed  as  though 
we  must  be  awfully  close  to  the  heavens  in 
their  anger — I  really  think,  Mother,  that  this 
was  the  first  time  that  we  ourselves  were 
really  afraid  !  And  that  night  we  prayed  for 
protection  for  ourselves  and  our  dear  ones. 


The  morning  broke  clear  and  bright,  as 
it  usually  will  after  such  a  storm,  and  after 
thanking  God  for  our  safe  deliverance,  we 
took  time  to  have  a  look  around  at  the  devas- 
tation the  storm  had  wrought.  In  many 
places  great  giant  trees  of  the  mountains  had 
been  uprooted,  but  what  alarmed  us  more 
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than  anything  was  the  increased  fierceness 
of  the  mountain  streams.  We  were  here  held 
up  for  five  days  until  the  raging  torrents  had 
somewhat  subsided,  and  then  we  again 
started  on  our  way. 

Arthur  is  quite  a  boy  now.    He  rides  the 
pony  and  has  a  great  time. 


We  are  now  nearing  the  Bitter  Root 
Mountains  and  are  camped  on  the  side  of  a 
high  mountain  overlooking  the  Pleasant 
Valley.  It  was  here  that  dear  little  Ruby 
nearly  lost  her  life. 

We  were  resting  the  horses  for  a  day  and 
camping,  and  Arthur  and  Ruby  had  been 
playing  near  them,  when  one  strayed  away. 
So  Arthur  and  I  left  to  try  and  track  the 
missing  horse  and  went  on  round  the  moun- 
tain side  out  of  sight.  It  was  then  that  little 
Ruby  took  it  into  her  head  to  help  also,  and 
started  off  on  her  own,  to  try,  as  she  thought, 
and  catch  us  up.  But  she  somehow  got 
turned  into  the  bush  and  was  soon  lost  to 
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view.  On  arriving  back  at  camp,  what  was 
our  horror  when  we  learned  that  Ruby  was 
missing.  We  knew  the  dangers  of  the  moun- 
tains at  night,  and  dusk  was  fast  falling.  We 
wildly  ran  in  every  direction,  shouting  and 
calling,  but  got  no  reply.  Exhausted  at  last, 
we  made  our  way  slowly  back  to  camp  ; 
heavy  hearted,  indeed,  but  still  kept  up  our 
calling,  when  Catherine  said  she  would  give 
one  more  call,  and  God  willed  it  that  a 
faint  reply  should  come  from  away  back  in 
the  mountain  timber  into  which  she  had 
wandered  and  lost  her  way.  Needless  to 
say,  it  did  not  take  us  longer  than  was 
necessary  to  reach  her,  although  by  this 
time  it  was  quite  dark.  Dear  Catherine 
clasped  her  to  her  bosom  in  the  very  ecstasy 
of  joy — the  lost  had  been  restored. 
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CHAPTER  SIX 

WE  have  now  reached  Plains,  and 
have  made  our  camp  by  the  side  of  a  pretty 
stream  one  mile  out  of  town.  The  whole 
country  is  scented  with  the  luscious  smell 
of  ripening  fruit — of  which  we  always  have 
our  share. 

The  Fourth  of  July — America's  gala  day — 
will  be  here  to-morrow.  Everyone  has  been 
busy  preparing  for  the  great  event,  and  the 
Indians  from  the  Camas  Prairie  Reserve  are 
coming  in  for  the  Pow-Wow. 


The  glorious  Fourth  has  dawned — a  con- 
tinuation of  the  beautiful  days  we  have  been 
enjoying.  The  children  have  been  eagerly 
watching  the  Indians  coming  down  the  moun- 
tain for  the  celebrations,  and  are  greatly 
excited  at  seeing  them  in  their  war  paint 
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and  feathers.  We  have  hobbled  the  horses 
and  they  are  peacefully  grazing  by  the  stream, 
while  we,  ourselves,  are  busy  getting  ready 
for  the  walk  to  town,  when  a  shout  goes  up, 
and  Catherine,  horrified,  rushes  to  tell  me 
that  a  bunch  of  drunken  Indians  have 
stampeded  our  horses,  forcing  them  to  break 
their  hobbles,  and  rushed  them  up  the  moun- 
tain side  ! 

It  all  happened  in  a  minute.  In  the  moun- 
tains of  Montana  horse  thieves  found  an 
excellent  hiding  place  in  those  days,  and 
although  the  odds  seemed  very  much  against 
us  ever  seeing  those  horses  again,  still  I 
ran  as  I  had  never  ran  before,  shouting  as  I 
went.  Luckily  for  me,  on  crossing  the  stream 
and  rounding  a  bend  in  the  mountain,  I  saw 
an  English  farmer  coming  on  horseback.  He 
immediately  discerned  what  was  wrong  and 
gave  chase,  thus  scaring  the  Indians  away 
and  saving  our  horses  for  us.  W7hat  we  would 
have  done  in  the  event  of  our  not  being  able 
to  recover  them,  is  hard  to  say. 

After  this  little  adventure  we  make  sure 


UPS  AND   DOWNS   IN   CANADA   39 

of  our  stock  before  taking  part  in  the  cele- 
brations at  Plains. 


The  great  day  is  over.  We  have  had  a 
glorious  time  and  the  children  are  thoroughly 
tired  out.  They  will  not  want  rocking  to- 
night ! 

After  a  night's  restful  sleep,  we  take  things 
easy  for  a  couple  of  days  and  then  decide  to 
take  in  the  hot  sulphur  springs  at  Camas 
Prairie  before  proceeding  further  on  our 
journey. 

Gathering  things  together  and  packing  up 
our  tent,  we  harness  the  horses  and  are  off 
again  on  a  hundred  mile  drive  to  the  springs. 
After  driving  about  twenty  miles  through  the 
prettiest  of  scenery,  we  gradually  emerge 
into  a  dry  sand  belt,  and  from  thence  on 
the  horses  plough  their  weary  way  through 
hot  burning  sand  and  sage  brush  country 
until  we  reach  the  sulphur  springs.  Here  we 
camp  for  three  weeks  enjoying  the  natural 
hot  mud  baths  and  drinking  the  sulphur 
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water  dispensed  by  nature.  These  springs 
have  any  other  springs  that  we  have  ever 
seen  in  our  travels  beaten  in  a  thousand 
ways,  but  there  is  no  transportation  to 
them,  which  is  their  only  drawback, 
and  so  at  present  they  are  left  to  the 
Indians  ! 


After  this  rest  we  wend  our  way  back  to 
Plains  and  strike  out  for  Missoula  and  Kali- 
spell,  which  we  reach  in  the  early  fall  without 
further  serious  adventure,  where  we  again 
rest  before  making  the  last  lap  of  our  trip 
into  Calgary — and  Canada. 


It  was  a  pretty  dusty  outfit  that  struck 
Calgary's  main  business  streets  that  lovely 
fall  day  in  September.  It  is  not  often  that  a 
travelling  outfit  like  we  had  strikes  a  city 
the  size  of  Calgary,  and  the  stares  of  the  city 
folk  at  the  travel-stained  outfit  and  its 
passengers  made  a  good  story  for  the  daily 
papers  that  day. 
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So  ended  our  journey  of  nearly  two  thous- 
and miles  through  the  mountains  and  into 
the  prairie  of  the  Last  Great  West ! 

Our  second  Great  Adventure  had  ended  ! 
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CHAPTER  SEVEN 

DEAREST  MOTHER — 

WE  are  living  once  more  under  the 
protection  of  the  British  Flag,  and  feel  glad 
once  more  to  be  in  the  land  of  the  free.  We 
have  now  rested  considerably  after  our 
travels,  and  hope  soon  to  be  able  to  locate 
a  good  town  for  the  starting  of  another 
newspaper.  I  am  leaving  to-morrow  for 
Saskatchewan  on  a  locating  tour,  and  dear 
Catherine  and  the  children  will  stay  in 
Calgary  until  such  time  as  I  have  got  things 
in  comfortable  shape  for  them  to  come  and 
join  me. 

Calgary  is  a  fine  city  in  sight  of  the  foothills 
of  the  Great  Rocky  Mountains,  whose  grand- 
eur of  scenery  is  the  finest  in  the  world. 


The  morning  dawned  fine  and  bright,  as 
autumn  days  will  in  this  Great  West  of  ours — 
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just  enough  chill  in  the  air  to  make  our  walk 
to  the  station  invigorating  and  healthful. 
Dear  Catherine  has  come  to  see  me  safely 
off  and  to  wish  me  God  speed. 

Quite  a  boom  has  been  experienced  in 
American  and  British  immigration  to  the 
prairie  provinces  during  our  absence  in  the 
States,  and  many  little  villages  have  blos- 
somed into  prosperous  towns  and  offer  good 
openings  for  the  establishment  of  a  paper. 
It  is  in  one  of  these  towns  that  I  am  hoping 
to  locate  successfully. 


After  three  weeks  of  travelling  by  rail 
and  by  road  across  the  prairie,  I  have  at  last 
found  an  ideal  location.  The  citizens  seem 
very  progressive  and  fully  realise  the  benefits 
to  be  derived  through  the  publication  of  a 
paper  in  their  midst.  I  have  received  every 
encouragement  from  them,  and  have  decided 
to  order  my  plant  at  once.  The  town's  name 
is  Mortlach,  just  west  of  the  city  of  Moose 
Jaw  in  Saskatchewan,  on  the  main  line  of  the 
Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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I  shall  now  be  busy,  Mother  dear,  getting 
the  building  I  have  secured  into  shape  for 
the  reception  of  my  plant.  The  news  has 
already  spread  that  a  paper  is  to  be  estab- 
lished here,  and  subscriptions  are  coming  in 
from  hundreds  of  miles  around— everyone 
wanting  to  be  the  first  to  show  their  eager- 
ness to  support  such  a  venture.  Everything 
points  to  a  successful  undertaking. 

And  so,  dear  Mother,  the  days  pass — busy, 
always  busy.  It  is  now  nearing  Christmas, 
and  I  am  to  have  my  first  issue  out  by  the 
New  Year.  Between  times  I  am  arranging 
the  home  that  is  to  shelter  my  loved  ones, 
and  although  I  am  afraid  that  we  shall  have 
to  forego  a  Christmas  together  for  the  first 
time,  still  we  will  make  up  for  the  enforced 
absence  when  the  reunion  takes  place. 


We  have  had  a  great  success  here,  Mother 
dear,  with  our  venture,  and  eighteen  months 
of  perfect  happiness  and  prosperity  have 
passed.  Our  one  ambition  of  the  securing  of 
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a  farm  as  a  nucleus  for  other  years  seems 
about  to  mature.  We  have  always  had  our 
thoughts  centred  in  the  Rainy  River  district 
of  New  Ontario — the  garden  land  of  Canada 
— known  as  the  "  land  where  clover  is  a 
weed."  It  is  an  ideal  spot  for  mixed  farming, 
which  I  am  convinced  will  be  the  only 
successful  kind  of  farming  for  the  future  in 
this  country.  Catherine  and  I  have  been 
talking  matters  over  considerably,  and  we 
are  both  very  fond  of  farming  and  farm 
life.  It  is  therefore  decided  that  I  should 
leave  in  a  few  days  to  try  and  locate  a  nice 
little  place  for  ourselves  and  our  brood. 


I  have  arrived  in  the  Rainy  River  country, 
Mother  dear,  and  the  air  is  full  of  the  scent 
of  clover  and  wild  roses.  It  is  a  country 
full  of  God-given  beauty.  The  Rainy  River 
winds  its  way  majestically  through  the  ever- 
changing  beauty  of  the  scenery.  One  is 
compelled  to  expand  one's  lungs  with  deep 
breaths  of  the  stimulating,  champagne-like 
air,  while  before  one  spreads  a  feast  of  weird 
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beauty  such  as  mind  can  never  imagine  or 
describe.  For  hours  since  my  arrival  here 
have  I  sat  on  the  Rainy's  banks  drinking  in 
the  splendour  of  its  ever-changing  currents, 
watching  the  trout  jumping  in  their  frolic. 

In  a  sense  a  day  like  this  has  been  as  a 
thousand  years,  then  again  it  has  passed 
like  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.  For  once  in 
my  life  I  have  been  in  a  world  where  there 
has  been  neither  time  nor  space,  but  Past, 
Present  and  Future  have  seemed  lost  in  the 
Eternal  Now. 

The  hours  have  passed  and  the  sun  has 
sunk  towards  the  western  horizon.  Then 
strange,  beautiful  colours  have  begun  to 
appear.  Slowly  the  scene  has  changed  to 
amber,  then  to  rose.  The  distant  view  has 
passed  from  blue  to  the  most  delicate  mauve, 
with  rosy  lights  and  purple  shadows.  The 
nearer  outline  has  risen  dark  against  the 
clear  sky,  and  in  the  winding  river  all  colours 
that  may  be  seen  by  the  eye  of  man  were 
reflected  and  blended  into  one  perfect  har- 
mony. 
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It  was  the  call  of  my  Spirit,  the  awakening 
of  a  higher  consciousness,  a  definite  realiza- 
tion and  entrance  into  the  Land  of  pure 
Romance  !  For  that  land  has  no  borders,  no 
boundaries,  no  limits.  He  who  walks  there 
walks  in  the  Paradise  of  God,  where  there  is 
neither  time  nor  space,  be  it  for  a  moment, 
an  hour,  or  a  lifetime. 


Such,  Mother  mine,  are  my  impressions 
of  the  Rainy  River  country.  I  have  found  a 
nice  little  farm  of  one  hundred  and  sixty 
acres,  and  am  going  back  to  dispose  of  my 
business  and  move  Catherine  and  the 
children  down  here. 
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CHAPTER  EIGHT 

IT  is  the  following  spring,  1914, 
before  we  have  been  able  to  dispose  of  the 
business  and  prepare  to  move  to  our  little 
farmstead  in  New  Ontario.  The  children  are 
all  excitement  and  are  full  of  what  they  are 
going  to  do  when  they  get  on  the  farm.  It 
seems  as  though  the  cows  and  pigs  will  have 
a  great  time  from  all  accounts. 


We  are  now  comfortably  ensconced  in  a 
large  tent  on  our  farm,  cooking  by  camp 
fire,  and  having  a  real  life  of  picnic  and  fun 
during  the  alterations  to  the  house  that  is 
going  to  form  our  home  in  the  near  future. 
Every  morning  we  all  waken  up  good  and 
early  and  fresh  as  daisies.  The  bloom  is  on  the 
clover  and  timothy  and  the  air  is  clothed 
in  nature's  scent.  At  this  time  of  the  year, 
even  in  a  dry  season,  nothing  parches  up, 
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for  there  are  always  heavy  dews  at  night, 
which  quickly  pass  away  with  the  rising  of 
the  sun.  All  of  us  take  great  delight  in  rushing 
from  our  tent  and  bathing  ourselves  in  the 
dew  on  the  sweet-scented  clover,  which  grows 
so  high  that  the  children  can  stand  in  it 
and  not  be  seen.  This  is  indeed  God's  country. 
I  have  travelled  from  coast  to  coast  in  Canada 
and  through  the  States,  but  there  is  nothing 
to  compare  with  this. 

And  so  the  days  pass,  always  busy,  yet 
always  happy. 


And  then,  Mother  dear,  came  the  shock 
that  made  the  whole  world  gasp.  Germany 
is  at  war  against  France,  and  England  has 
rushed  to  her  aid  !  It  seemed  unbelievable, 
and  the  truth  was  slow  in  penetrating. 
How  could  anyone  think  of  war  and  de- 
vastation surrounded  by  the  peace  and 
beauty  of  God's  handiwork  such  as  we 
were  ? 

But  the  blow  had  been  struck  and  it  had 
D 
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to  be  avenged.  Canada  seemed  to  stand  still 
from  the  shock.  She  hardly  knew  where  she 
stood.  Money  was  called  in  by  the  banks, 
and  the  tightness  reflected  in  a  general 
depression  throughout  the  country.  It  was 
a  wet  fall,  and  much  of  the  grain  of  the  west 
got  spoiled  after  the  harvest — all  tending 
to  make  the  going  the  harder. 

Then — the  call  went  forth.  England  MUST 
be  helped  ! 

And  so  it  was  that  the  call  of  my  Fore- 
fathers beckoned — and  I  heard,  and  answered. 


Then  followed  three  years  of  anxiety  and 
many  adventures,  until  in  the  month  of 
November,  1917,  I  received  my  discharge 
as  unfit  for  further  service  and  rejoined  my 
family.  We  decided  to  still  "  do  our  bit  "  as 
far  as  possible  by  producing  all  we  could  on 
the  farm  to  help  those  that  were  still  facing 
the  foe. 

They  must  be  fed,  and  the  Government 
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was  urging  all  to  produce  to  the  utmost  that 
our  boys  should  not  lack  for  food. 

And  then  the  eventful  moment  arrived — 
the  Armistice  had  been  signed.  Canada  went 
mad  with  joy  to  think  that  the  awful  slaughter 
had  been  ended.  Then  came  anxious  months 
of  waiting  for  the  return  of  loved  ones — the 
uniting  of  those  long  parted  from. 

So  the  time  passed  away  until  the  summer 
of  1919,  when  a  few  citizens  of  Rainy  River 
approached  me  with  a  view  to  the  starting 
of  another  newspaper  here,  a  call  which  I 
answered  and  got  started  in  the  August  of 
that  year. 

In  the  following  February  we  were  able  to 
purchase  our  opposition,  and  then  had  the 
whole  field  to  ourselves. 

During  all  this  time  we  still  kept  on  with 
the  farm — for  the  farm  is  the  life  and  joy  of 
the  whole  family.  My  boys  and  girls  are 
all  growing  up  bright,  sturdy  and  healthy 
youngsters,  and  we  are  living  a  life  of  quiet- 
ness and  happiness,  taking  pleasure  in  the 
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raising  of  our  stock  and  grains  on  the  farm, 
while  we  are  close  enough  to  town  for  me  to 
attend  to  our  business,  and  all  to  enjoy  the 
many  social  activities  that  oft  enliven  the 
budding  cities  of  this  Last  Great  West. 
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CHAPTER  NINE 

THUS  ends,  Mother  mine,  so  far  the 
vicissitudes  and  adventures  of  one  who 
landed  in  this  country  with  nothing  but  a 
few  shillings,  but  plenty  of  grit  and  determin- 
ation to  make  a  home  and  court  Success. 

The  struggle  has  sometimes  been  hard — 
the  path  has  not  been  one  of  roses,  and  the 
ups  and  downs  have  been  many  and  have 
seemed  at  times  insurmountable  ;  but  Perse- 
verance is  winning,  and  now,  Mother  dear, 
I  have  only  one  ambition  left  that  I  am  going 
to  strive  for — and  that  is  to  take  a  trip  back 
to  the  land  of  my  birth — to  clasp  the  Mother 
I  have  not  seen  for  so  many  years  once  more 
to  my  breast — to  hear  the  voices  of  and  feel 
the  hand-clasps  of  loved  ones  again  ! 

May  this  ambition  be  fulfilled  during  the 
year  1921  is  your  son's  most  earnest  prayer. 
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In  conclusion,  I  would  strongly  urge  to 
all  those  who  have  grit  and  determination 
to  win  out — to  all  those  who  desire  to  own 
their  own  home  and  win  independence — 
to  come  to  Canada.  It  is  the  land  where  there 
is  room  for  all,  room  and  to  spare.  But  this 
is  no  place  for  the  lazy  man.  One  must  come 
prepared  to  work,  and  work  hard.  If  I  can 
help  anyone  with  advice,  help  steer  them 
clear  of  the  mistakes  that  I  have  made,  it  is 
free  for  the  asking.  Experience  is  a  dear 
teacher — and  I  have  paid  the  price  and  am 
not  sorry. 
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